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NOTE.

I musT prefix a2 word of thanks to the gentleman who
condescended to borrow the gist of one of my stories,
and even to honor it with the addition of his signature.
This mark of appreciation emboldened me to make the

present collection.
R. LS.
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64 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.

devotion to the retreating carriage. And the same
night he started by rail on his return to Paris.

Here (observes my Arabian Author) is #e end of
THE HISTORY OF THE PHYSICIAN AND THE SARATOGA
TRUNK. Omitting some reflections on the power of Prov-
sdence, highly pertinent in the original, but little suited to
our occidental taste, I shall only add that Mr. Scuddamore
Aas already begun to mount the ladder of political fame,
and by last advices was the Sheriff of his natsve town.





































































THE RAJAH'S DIAMOND.


































































































































































































































































THE RAYAH'S DIAMOND, 173

throne of Bohemia, in consequence of his continued
absence and edifying neglect of public business; and
that his Highness now keeps a cigar store in Rupert
Street, much frequented by other foreign refugees.

I go there from time to time to smoke and have a
chat, and find him as great a creature as in the days of
his prosperity; he has an Olympian air behind the
counter; and although a sedentary life is beginning to
tell upon his waistcoat, he is probably, take him for all
in all, the handsomest tobacconist in London.
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184 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS.

house thus stealthily prepared at dead of night? and
why were the shutters closed and the doors padlocked?

I effaced all traces of my visit, and came forth from
the window feeling sobered and concerned.

The schooner yacht was still in the same place; and
it flashed for a moment through my mind that this
might be the Red Ear! bringing the owner of the
pavilion and his guests. But the vessel’s head was set
the other way.












































































THHE PAVILION ON THE LINKS. 209

For the rest of the night, which seemed interminably
long, I patroled the vicinity of the pavilion, without
seeing a living creature or hearing any noise but the
concert of the wind, the sea, and the rain. A light in
the upper story filtered through a cranny in the shut-
ter, and kept me company till the approach of dawn,


















THE PAVILION ON THE LINKS. 21§

“Amen!” said Northmour. “And now, look
here: I have said that we are in a fix ; and, frankly, I
shall be glad of your help. If I can't save Huddle-
stone, I want at least to save the girl. Come and stay
in the pavilion ; and, there’s my hand on it, I shall
act as your friend until the old man is either clear or
dead. But,” he added, “once that is settled, you
become my rival once again, and I warn you—mind
yourself.”

“Done !” said I ; and we shook hands.

“And now let us go directly to the fort,” said
Northmour ; and he began to lead the way through
the rain,





















222 NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS,

help you to save your life, but not to escape with stolen
property.” o

He struggled for a while with himself, as though he
were on the point of giving way to anger, but prudence
had the best of the controversy.

“My dear boys,” he said, “ do with me or my money
what you will. I leave all in your hands. Let me com-
pose myself.”

And so we left him, gladly enough I am sure. The
last that I saw, he had once more taken up his great
Bible, and with tremulous hands was adjusting his
spectacles to read.































































A LODGING FOR THE NIGHT:

A STORY OF FRANCIS VILLON.
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PROVIDENCE AND THE GUITAR.





















































































































